An Appreciation of the Author
the Great Romance Which Begins RNext Sunday

“When the Most Successful
Novelist Writes His Master-
piece the Exes of the World
Whoe Read Are Upon Him™
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bent of his family. His grandfather, John Doyle,
wis a damons carcaturist, His uancle. Richard
Dovle, was the fimous ' Dicky ™ Doyle of ** Punch."

The suaint, strange water-colors of his father,
Charles Dovle, there to be seen. rival if they do not
extecd in orginality the work of his uncle.  And
in their peculiar individuality, in their ghosts and
fairies, in their goblin-trees and cloud-framed faces,
their fantastic, smialing  landscapes and  mystic,
wraith-haunted gravevands, a brewdth of amagm
ation jomned to o delicacy and certaint v of execution
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Without anv dreams of @ Iiterary  carcer he
went  to Edinburgh to become o doctor, and
was praduated with distinetion at the age of
twenty=one.  Amd then he discovered that he
wanted 1o do o great things which w
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English practivioner.  He wanted
to see the world; not the world of
cities, but those isolated reglons
in which strong man met, in daily
conflict for his existence, the majes-

tic forces of nature.  As the doctor
of a whaling-ship, he spent two
vears in the Arcrie. Sull holding

to the sea, he crossed and re-

D M crossed the ocean and sawand learned
life in West Africa He was a

rolling stone, but he was rolling

toward a goal of which he was not aware.  Finally

rl'IITl'.‘-.‘-i his t‘]c:%ih' tor \\';lm]vr. hn.' settled down

at Southsen to become a conventional doctor.

Feps were slow in coming, but he did not lack
humor, and waited his opportunity, until a prom-
inent and wealthy  local resident  was thrown
from his horse in front of the doctor’s office. He
rushed out, bound up the bruises, called a hand-

some open carriage  and  rode  slowly  through
the town, supporting  the injured man m an
attitude of  scientific  devotion  which  would
have made the fame of an old master. The

admiring popul: rose to the picture and sad
“How beautiful! Fees flowed in, the practice
was established, and the doctor sighed.  Medicine
had claimed him, and his life was to be that of
a conventional doctor after all

Bat now another shaping force made its appear-
ance and grew i volume despite contimued discour-
agement.  While in coliege at Edinburgh he had
written a story called " The Mystery of the Sassiassa
Valley " He wis full of untold stor An ardent
reader all through his vouth of all that 1s heroie
in fiction, these seeds had germinated m bis imagin-
ation, and the artist’s son wanted to draw, to por-
tray, to create, but in the way of letters. “The
Mystery of the S sa Valley,” his first story, was
published by *Chambers's Journal™ in 1878, but
served no other office at that time than to prove
to him that he could write for the public. Four
vears afterward, however, the spirit agam moved
him, and he began to steal hours from his practice
at Southsea to write other stortes.  Many were
they in number, and wide s therr e
wrote stories of the sea, stories of the Arctic, stories
of war, stories of dead centuries and far countries,
anid received no encouragement whatever,

Bret Harte once told me that even late
life he had not been able to realize that his
were commercial commoditivs—were actually worth
money—that but for s vigilunt agent he would
have starved 1o d HE Iu-'mg T_n'[;lll_\' unabile tosell
his stories himself. Muoch this view of
things was forced upon the Southsea doctor. He
wrote between fifty and sixty stories, all of which
were accepted and published by * The Cornhill,”
“Temple Bar® and other magazines, but the pay
vas i shullings, and thiey were published anony-
mously, not bemng deemed worthy of s unknown
signature.  In ten vears of such ardent and active
literary creation he earned less thun fifty dollars
roamgment by his pen
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And herein hes one great iessom. That he per-



